Of Sacred and Profane Love
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jt can begin, as we have said, with a hand in a glove of
jnet,holding a cigarette. Everyone, man or woman, girl
\ or boy, has to pay for his or her entrance into the pleasure
^gardens: and this is where you need a coin. Some hold it
ready: others beg, or borrow. And it can be the first sensation
of this pagan world to have the change pushed back to you
by that black gloved hand.

Her face is masked. It is only by her smiling lips that you can
know her. For there are, of course, certain persons who form
the embodiment of the moment. They play this, even, without
any suspicion of the past. This is, indeed, our comfort and
illusion. Yet this is but the surface, but the moment of our arrival.
It is the shining of the hour. And its action, to this moment, is
behind walls of glass. From the street outside the whole facade
is glass, while in this gleaming interior, where the sun enters
but the lights do ever burn, what is not glass is mirror. It would
be unwise, though, to transfer such qualities into the human
heart. This is but a temporary environment. It would be as true
of it to paint the sparing luxury of an expensive motor, a tennis
court, or swimming pool. Any of these, for background, would
give the rectilinear frame.

Such is the label or ticket of modernity: but modern turns to
ancient in our time. It is no more than the penpoint writing
down the news. It is this fresh ink, not yet drying on the page,
and the line above it is no longer the present. It has gone behind
your eyes. The modern, in contrast of scale, lasts a year, or five
years. If we want the living present it must be the year, even in
its seasons. And we choose the high summer and hot pavements.
But, given that background, it may be a year, or any year, in the
existence of those conditions. We must feel the breath of them
upon our wrists and foreheads. We must have the smell of them
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